100	LIFE CMP LORD OXFORD AND ASQUITH
1891-1804 nurse who had a card of entry to the church was asked by," a
Age 39-41 gentleman with a gardenia in his button-hole " if she would sell
him her ticket.   " I will give you ten pounds if you will do this—
I want to see the man that she is marrying/'   His request was met
with an indignant refusal.
The first part of the honeymoon was spent at Mells Park, Frome,
lent by Sir John and Lady Homer, and the second at Clovelly
Court, lent by Mrs* Hamlyn*
The letters from which the following extracts are taken extended *
from the autumn of 1891—soon after the death of Asquith's first
wife—to the time of his second marriage.   The beginning is in
October 1891, the end May 1894.
" We have almost completed tho terribly sad work of giving away
Helen's things. Isn't it strange how the memory of forgotten things—
small and great—is brought back to life by tho sight of old dresses and v,
all sorts of little personal trifles ? I am keeping hardly anything except
her books and papers for myself, and a few of her jewels—she had very
few—for Violet. But it is like a second parting.
ParnelFs death is as unexpected as most of his proceedings, I don't
think you and I over quite agreed in our estimate of him, I still regard
him-—measured by his opportunities and his achievements—as one of
the half-dozen great men of action of this century. Napoleon stands by
himself; he has in our time—in many respects in all time—neither equal
nor second. But the only others of this ago that I would rank higher than
Parnell are Abraham Lincoln, Bismarck, and (perhaps) Cavour. Of
course you understand that I am not speaking of the goodness (in any of
the oases) of the result, but of the width and depth of the changes brought
about by personal initiative. Like Bismarck, and Napoleon himself,
Parnell lived too long, and the later part of his life was an anti-climax.
I think myself that his mental and moral equilibrium was at all times
very delicately poised, and once lost, he never regained it,
As you know at one time I saw a great deal of him—more perhaps than
almost any other Englishman has done* We have spent hours in these
rooms ttte'd'ttto. Like a fool, I didn't keep a diary in those days (not
indeed until I knew you) or I could have sent you some very curious and
interesting reminiscences.
I hope that your guest will have grace given him to deal with the
subject decently in his speech. He was never (like John Morley and me)
a Pamellite—except malgrd lui. I daresay you think better of his judg-
ment a&d the worse of purs.
What are you reading ? Anything ? Have you ever read Balzac's
Eugime Gtrandet ? It is not pleasant, though quite free from the grossness,
whether $ub%( $r coarse, of the latter-day French school, Vho like to
' affiliate * thmi^ves to Balzao, but really go no further back in literary
than to Flaubert, of whom they are all—-don't you-thiEk—

